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Two Douzen of Verſes which a Young-Man ſent to his 


10 R 


* The Youne-Mans A. B. C. 


Love, who proved unkind; wrote in the manner of an A ph ibet. 


Cept dear Love 

theſe haddows ok my grief, 
And lit thy pitty 

ſend me ſome relitk, 
A Captive to 

thy will J muſt remain. 
Foz theu art only ſhe 

mult eaſe my pain. 


EE lind to me. 

* 5 as Jam kind to thee. 
Feb Ala not thy fame, 

with cruelty to mt: 

| {| But let thy inward parts 

Weauty in teart 


be like thy face, 
adoꝛns the outward face. 


a DPn{der how, 

mp kerpice hath been bent, 
cCContinually 

10 gain thy ſwet content, 

DUTT i Can'lt thou my dear, 

215 N be lo obdurt to me, 
Croſs unto him 

that is ſo true to thee. 


Eferno time 
to underſtand my grief 
rut with ſome Cpeen, 
2 comeeaſe me with relief : 
Ch beauty rare 
\Y bath ſtruck my heart ſo deep, 

That all my days 

J mean to wall and w ep. 


The Tune is, Amnot too high. 


Xcept thou do 
ſome fatour to me yield, 
JT ſhall be ain, 
with love in Venus field, 
Jam ſo diſcontent, 
in mind and heart, 
That neither means 
no: time can turt my ſmart, 


5 7 @2get thou not 


the woe wherein J dwell, 


4 Py tozments do, 


allcther griefz exten, 
Conſider well 

my wokul ſable nights, 
And days J ſpend away, 

without delights, 


Kant me thy love, 

to mittigate my pain, 
The like thou ſhalt 

receive from me again: 
So lobe will we 

as doch the Turtle ⸗ Dobe , 
Whoſe firm ate d ion 

eber conſtant p2ove. 


Ave youreſpec 


of this the grief J takt; 
Which out of leep, 
doth ſometimes me awake: 


IX In dieams 3 ſee 


that which J moſt dcſire, 
But waking ſerfs 
my ſences all on fire. 


H doleful ſozt, 
theſe wozds J now relate, 


7 Which makes me think 


my ſelf unfoztunate 
To ſet my heart 


where J had nought but ſco2n; 
Whichmakes me rue 
the kime that J was bozn. 


All meno t in 

this deſperation deep, 
Toth ink how Jneitber 

ear, no2 dzink noz ſleep? 
To think of that 

which J cannet obtain, 
The mhith hoth nec r 

my heart wich (oxrow Cain 
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* Er tender pltty 
move thy gentle heart, 
4d And Clo from thre grief 
mp lobe ſhall never ſtart, TN that Cill lives in diſpaſs 
To gain th» Love, Oc thy true love, which 
; ie venture life and limb, IS X is moze dear then Golf 
n And fo2 thy ſake, Py griefs are moze 
the Ocean 4 will \wim. than numbers can be (old 
P life A loath, Do long J have liv's, 
becauſe my woes increaſe, and yet too late repent] 
Therefoze my tozments ceaſe, Foz why the glozy of 
and me releaſe - my life is ſpent ; 
Then be not harſh, - An loving her 
whereas thou houldft be kind, that never did lobe me, 
But foz my love D then what days, 
let me no hatred find of plealure can I ſee, 
Either deny Ould J had never 
to grant me this requeſt, livd thy face to habe ſeeng 
No! [eek theu not, © then full happy 
W to wozk ine moze unreft: | ſurely had J been: 
| Foz if thou do, Foz never any one, 
2 the wozft ſhare fall to thine, under the Sun, 
The too2lt can come, But thou alone, . 
endz but one life of mint. could me this wong habe dont 
3 Þ that thou would'n —» Thouſand times 
V8) but now conecive aright, moze cruel is che mind, 
Then would my darkneſs Then Heathens, Jews, 
cſcoon be turn'dtolight } 02 Turks are in their uind 
4% Op grrateſt ſozro D} anp one 
: thould then I deftroy, that on the carth doth go, 
And all my grief And woe is me, | 
and care exchange to jop. fo2 A have found it (0, 
Feree then no deeper Et if thy mind be 
tomy bleeding hearf, do petverilp bent, | 
I The which is ready That nothing can 
now kez to depart, | pzocure my hearts content 3 
He Kil l chat loves, now this from me, 
and is not belov?a again, that A have learn d ok late 
Dad better dye. No mote to dote, 
then it ill to live in pain. on her that doth me hate? 
S7 Uench thou the flames, | ENOBIA , 
of this my burning bzeclt, — to Tamberlaiant'r was 
Which fo2 thy ſake, Poe dear then thou 
no timeno? tide tan reſt, 4 — me, - — mp alaſs, | 
My [ove fo thee my toyl, hy 
bath evermoze been true, my ſighs and ſobs in ban 
Therefoze the ſame de (hould J love, 
ſee till J have from you, | and not be 10b'd again« 
Egard my griet 
how C(1l it moze exceeds 
Pyplife is like the Herb 
that's ſpopl d with werds: 
L Amongſt the fineſt Wheat, 
the Cares do grow, 
And thou mp lobe 
haſt wzought my oberthzow, 
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